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2 Cor. iv. 18--The things that are seen are tem- 
poral—but the things that are not seen are eternal. 


We who are but travellers and sojourners 
here below, encompassed about as we are 
with infirmities and afflictions, daily feel the 
truth of the saving, “ that man was made to 
mourn.” We have demonstration to prove that 
man is born to trouble, as the sparks fly up- 
ward. But though we are at present obliged to 
pass through many fiery trials, and grievous 
dispensations, yet we are to count it all joy ;— 
knowing that tribulation worketh patience, ex- 
perience, and hope. Who would not submit 
patiently and without repining, to what are cal- 
led the ills of life, if they believed that it was 
but a preparatory means, by which they would 
experience more abundant good. This may 
secin a paradox, at the first view, that all our af 
flictions will in the end prove abundant bles- 
sings to us; but soitis. And how great are 
our obligatiuns to love and obey Him who is so 
kind and so good to us. 

It will perhaps be necessary to inquire, what 
is meant by the things that are seen, are tempor 
al, &c. The things upon which we cast our 
eyes, are temporal, in their nature. The 
words temporal and eternal are adjectives, and 
are used to signify the quality or nature of things 
to which they are applied. 
¥ Look abroad upon the universe of the great 
IAM, and what do yousee? Here a proud 
monument of feudal grandeur—there the sad 
remains of the pride, pomp, and circumstance 
of some warlike chief. Here a proud city with 
her lofiy spires towering amid the heavens— 
but alas! afew short days, or years perhaps. 
and the places that now know them, will know 
‘them no more forever! The page of the histo- 
rian, will be all that will be left, to tell the 
world, that such and such places, were once a 
name and a praise in all the earth. Look back 
to the history of by gone days—tell me where 
are the riches, of the haughiy monarchs of the 
East—where now their honours and pleasures ¢ 
they were temporal, and have passed away.— 
Ask the man skilled in legendary lore, where 
now are the cloud capt towers, and gorgeous 
palaces, of Babylon and Nineveh—those great 





| cities of whom we have heard and read so 
much ?>— Where now the soul rousing shout of 
her warriours, and the strili clarion of her victo- 
ries— Where now her massy gates, impenetra- 
ble walls and strong towers—they have pas- 
sed away like the visions ofa night, and are 
remembered only by name! Her proud bul- 
warks were temporal and have crumbled into 
dust, from whence they rose! In those lofiy 
halis, once lighted by the sunny eyes of her 
fairest and loveliest—where the maiden wril- 
led her harp.to notes of joy and gladness, is 
now heard the shriek of the cormorant, and 
the gambols of the Satyr. » 

Ask the shades of Pompey and Cesar, if the 
queen of the world, still shines in the meridian 
glory of an unclouded noon—they would sigh- 
ing, say, the mouldering graspof time has been 
laid heavily on the city of the hills--her glory 
aud magnificence is now shrouded in the mist 
of oblivion. 

Athens too—the seat of law and of learning 
would tell you, thatthe glory of man is but 
grass, and as a flower of the field. The moul- 
dering shrines of Palmyra o’erspread the Syri- 
an waste, tell us that time smiles on ruin and 
desolation—that at his harpy touch, the art of 
man sinks into the mate regions of forgetful- 
ness—that genius, wealth, nor valour, can mock 
his sullen power—that in a few short days, the 
pomp and giory, of the things that are seen, 
will be clothed with the mantle of oblivion.— 
This would \ enice tell you, once earths, oceans 
scepter’d queen ; the remains of he: marble 
palaces and sea-girt walls, speak a language too 
plain to be misunderstood, that the things that 
are seen, are temporal.—The fishers as they 
dry their nets, upon the ruins of Tyre and Si- 
don, cities once glorious and great, would tell 
you that gilded halls, and orien'al splendour, 
was no barrier to the inroads of the ruthless de- 
stroyer. They would tell you that this was not 
our continuing city, but that we looked for one 
to come, whose builder and maker, is God, 

Look again, apd what de you sce—misery, 
ruin and despair—sickness, horrour aad distrac- 
tion. ‘Fruth, honour and integrity all reckless- 
ly sacrificed—sacrificed too, without shame and 
without remorse. ‘* Repentance with many, 
being a repentance, only over ill laid schemes 
of villany, blasted in the bud of iniquity.”— 
Ah, why do men barter peace, for riches and 
greatness ? “ Though the eagle builds her 
eyric upon the loftiest rocks, and looks proudly 
in the face of the sun, yet no note of joy, ever 
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issued from its beak—the modest linnet perches 
in the lowly vale, and her song tells you she is 
happy !” What is earthly glory when possess- 
ed—a bubble—an airy phantom—a meteor that 
scintillates but for a moment, and is lost forev- 
er! 

Go to the bedside of the pale emaciated vic- 
tim of disease and death, whom but afew short 
months before, you saw glowing with health 
and hope—there read how transitory are the 
promises of earth, how futile the expectations 
of man ! Press the cold clammy hand of the 
dying—the painful shudder it causes—the chill 
which seems to curdle the warm blood in your 
own veins, will tell of temporal things that must 
pass away. Look around you—look at the 
pale, haggard countenance of dissipation and 
vice—see her palsied hands trembling like 
leaves in autumn shaken by an untimely blast 
—her touch a pestilence—her breath a poison. 
Ask her if she bears nota heavy burden—if 
her way is not hedged up and full of thorns—if 
she has not ever found gall, wormwood, con- 
suming fire and heartburn in every draught of 
guilty pleasure ? ifshe has not ever found that 
to prosper in that which was wrong, proved he: 
inevitable destruction | But says one we have 
been ofien told from the sacred desk that there 
was pleasure in sin—how say you that vice is 
our destruction ? Yes, my loved friends, there 
is pleasure in the halting places of iniquity— 
such a pleasure as one would feel, who at night 
should make his bed amid flowers and perfume, 
and on awaking, should find himself reposing 
upon the burning sands of the desert, and the si- 
moom’s blast sweeping over him. Such pleas- 
ure as the traveller would feel, who treads up- 
on the flowery turf, beneath which a volcano 
slumbers. There isa joy inthe bowers ofvicc 
— such a joy as you would experience, when 
grasping thelily from its watery bed, you found 
the fangs of the Scorpion fastened upon your 
bosom—such a joy as you would feel in the 
last struggle of expiring nature—such a joy as 
that liquor would create in which had been 
steeped the arrows ofdeath ! Strange that Zi- 
on’s watchmen should preach pleasantness and 
peace to the transgressor, while he continues in 
sin, and then call us harsh names, and say we 
preach a dangerous doctrine when we tell men 
there is no peace to the wicked. Strange that 
men should preach that whici: every momen: of 
their lives proves to be a mistake. To you, 
whether young or old. this solemn truth is ad- 
vanced, that to be happy we must be virtuous ? 

What else do we see that is temporal—we 
see the mouth of many very many filled with 
curses and imprecations—blackness, darkness 
and blasphemy. Where did men learn to blas- 
pheme and take the name of God in vain? we 
once told you that the priests cursed and dam- 
ned mens souls to hell and the people went a- 
way and practised their language ! Bur bless- 
ed he God, the time will come when men shall | 
be ashamed of this language—when they shall 











bow the knee and shall swear and confess that 
Jesus is Lord to the glory of God the Father 
—and swear that they have righteousness and 
strength in the Lord. 

What else do we see—we have seen the stcel 
of the assassin red with blood: and dripping 
with gore—houses in flames—all around hor- 
rour and despair—we have seen the angel ot 
desolation stalk abroad in triumph—we have 
heard the groans of the dying, the cry of the 
vanquished—we have seen disorder, madness 
and confusion. And my brethren, what a glo- 
rious consolation it is to us to know, that the 
period will come, when all gyese things shall 
have passed away. In the new heavens and 
the new earth, we shall no longer see through 
a glass darkly, but shall see as we are seen and 
know as we are known—we shall see eye to 
eye, those things that are Eternal. 

We here are frequently pained with the 
sight of poverty, sickness and distress ; moan- 
ings and Jamentations, frequently salute our 
ears withan unwelcome sound. We see pale, 
gaunt famine, staring men in the face, and the 
demon of desolation, marking them for his prey. 
But the reign of the destroyer is temporal— 
the time will come, when the starving prodi- 
gals, who have long f-d upon husks with the 
swine, shall be hrought home to their Father’s 
house, where are many mansions—where is 
bread enough and to spare. None need be 
turned away to make reom—there is no want 
of provision, for the feast is made for all peo- 
ple! Eternal wisdom hath prepared it, she 
hath mingled her wine—her fatlings are killed 
—and all things are now ready—the white 
robe is prepared washed in the blood of the 
Lamb. Then will all who have long lived up- 
on east wind, and have spent their money for 
that which is not bread, shall bay wine and 
milk without money, and without price. Then 
those who were once afar off, will be brought 
nigh by the blood of Christ, purely purged from 
all their filth and uncleanliness, and shall sit 
down in those glorious mansions eternal in the 
heavens. 

We see trouble and afiliction, care, sorrow, 
and woe—these things, are temporal, and _ will 
pass away when the fulness of time shall have 
come, and shall be no more known—sorrow 
and sighing must flee away, for the mouth of the 
Lord hath spoken it! Though dark and cheer 
less may be our lot at present, yet God is Light, 
and in him is no darkness at all. Though our 
path may be beset with briers and thorns, yet 
there isa way of holiness where thorns shall 
cease to wound—a strait, glorious highway, 
where the wayfaring man though a fool cannot 
err. Sickness we see around us, and on eve- 
ry side---few, vei y few, escape its fearful grasp. 
Here one is burning with a raging fever--there 
the cold chills of the ague, freeze almost the 
very soul! On the right, pale insidious con- 
sumption, is about to wither our hopes, and 

blast our fond expectations, by smiting the 
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young and lovely. 
the poisoned arrows of death, with her. bov’ 
drawn, she seeks her victim with insatiable ea- 
gerness ; the arrow once sped never misses--- 
though the poison is slow, her work is done ! 

On our Jeft hand, we see one of our fellow 
beings, racked with excrutiating pain---here su- 
icide shortens the days of onc---there disease 
carries another “* to that bourne whence no 
traveller returns.” 

But in the unseen world,.there no agues 
freeze, or fevers parch---there is no agonizing 
pang of horrour apd despair---no consumption 
to wither the fair buds of happiness and joy, for 
there the iphabitant shall not say, ‘£ am sick’--- 
there discase will not exist even in name! There 
the great physiciun of souls will have cured ev- 
ery malady---he will then have borne away all 
our sickness and diseases and we shall be heal- 
ed. The same hand that wounds can heal ; 
he knows what remedy is necessary to purge 
away our filth and pollution, and he has an ef- 
ficacious one fur every sort and kind---though 


itmay be a severe one, and cause grief and | 
| of asummer’s sky. No chilling frost---no sum- 


extreme sorrow, yet it will effect a cure. 

Look again and what do we see---slander, 
backbiting, evil speaking, quarrelling, fighting, 
reviling, persecution, hatred, wrath, malice and 
revenge---these things are from beneath---are 
“earthly, sensual, devilish” and must come to 
an end---they are temporal and will cease ; for 
‘not one jot or tittle of the law will fail till all 
be fulfilled.? The law saith “thou shalt love 
thy neighbour as thyself 3”) when this glorious 
period shall have arrived, we shall hear no 
more curses heaped upon our‘ poor wicked 
neighbours ;’ we shall see no more hatred, mal- 
ice, or evil speaking, for then all enmity and 
strife, will have become extinct. Then the fa- 
ther will no longer lift up his hand against the 
son-~nor the son rebel against the father ; the 
brother will no more betray the brother to 
death, for then all will be peace, harmony and 
praise. Then all will be joy, love and good 
will, because the love of God will beshed a- 
broad in every heart, and all will rejoice with 
goy unspeakable, and full of glory. 

What else do we see---nation rising against 
nation, and kingdom against kingdom ;_ earth- 
quakes, famine, and pestilence--carnage, blood- 
shed and desolation ! ‘cities in flames, and blood 
flowing like a river, But blessed be God, 
these things are temporal ; for the time will 
come when nation shall no more rise against na- 
tion, but shall beat their swords into plough- 
shares and their spears into pruning hooks, and 
shall learn war no more. Then will the lion 
lay down with the lamb, and the leopard, the 
fatling, and the kid, shall make their bed to- 
gether. 

Look again, see yon heavens overcast with 
thick clouds of darkness and gloom---hear the 
coming of the gale from afar, like the sound of 
Many waters---hear the mustering winds deep- 
ly echoing from the far off mountains---the sea 


With her quiver filled with , 








reels to and fro, like a drunken man! ‘The 
proud oak, that has for ages stood a proud me- 
morial, and reared its venerable boughs amid 
ruin and desolation, now bends, totters and falls 
beneath the freezing fury of the elements.--- 
Saw you the lightnings glare ? the castle’s dome 
is shivered and wrapt in flames! Heard vou 
thatshriek 2 ’T was tbe cry of death---the bolt 
has fallen upon the strong battlements its 
pride is levelled with the dust, and its inmates 
are numbered with the sleeping! The leafy 
bowers ‘re stripped of their foilage, and the 
warbling songster 1s trembling in the agonies of 
death---the bright hopes ofthe husbandman are 
crushed like a moth, and levelled with the 
ground ! 

But when these things shall have passed a- 
way, we according to his promise, look for 
new heavens, where the thunder never rolls-— 
a new earth, where the rumbling of the earth- 
quake is never known! Where storms and 
tempests will cease their raging, and the sun 
of Righteousness will shine in the firmament 
of God’s grace, in all the cloudless effulgence 


mers heat, or winters cold---no lightnings flash 
---no stormy skies, no night there--for there 1s 
no darkness in the holy pavilion of the Most 
High ! There the Lamb ef God, will lift up- 
on all, the light of his countenance, with heal- 
ing in its beams ; then the darkness will be 
past, and the true light will shine, and those 
who have long sat in the dark prison house of 
death and despair, will be delivered into the 
glorious light and liberty of the children of 
God. 

What else have we seen? We have seen 
the withered leaves of autumn, scattered by the 
wild winds of heaven; and the woods that but 
a few days before were covered with verdure, 
solitary and bare. But the Spring season has 
returned, and the earthis nowrobed in a mantle 
of green, that but a few short days ago, was 
bleak and barren. Yes, the season of flowers 
and perfume has arrived, and all is blooming 
with life and beauty--but do we reflect that 


| the tall summer grass may wave over our rest- 


ing place---that the pale flowers of autumn, may 
decorate the hillock beneath which repose our 
ashes ! ! 

If we look back to the last season of joy and 
rejoicing, when all around was smiles and fra- 
grance, we shall find many of the long known 
and well loved, who often met with us at the 
banquet and before the altar---at the social 
board, and in the temple of the Eternal, whose 
hands were then locked in ours, who are now 
numbered with the congregation of the sleep- 
ing. Many a fond and tender heart, which 
beat in unison with our own, is palsied by the 
frosty touch of the last enemy, and the ardour 
of their generous friendship lies quenched and 
buried in the dust. The busy tongue whose 
tones were music in our ears, is numbered with 
the silent ! Friends have resigned those who 
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were dear to them, and foes have buried their 

hatred, beneath the sod of the valley. Thougi 

their lives might have becn of the utmost im- 

portance to their families, or to society, death 

regards not this: --equally indifferent, cuts down 

alike the fairest fl wer, and the noxious woed. 
( T be continued. ) 
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OUR CAUSEIN THE WEST. 


(CONTINUED FRoM PAGE 158.) 


I left Louisville in the beautiful steam boat Geo. 
Washington. hound for New Orleans: passengers 
pleasant and agreeable—among whom was the Hon. 
Mr. Brent, from Louisiana, whose kindness to me 
will not soon be forgotten. After a delightful pas- 
sage of two days I arrived at New Harmony, beauti- 
fully situated upon the Wabash. It is composed 
principally of brick buildings, consisting of manu- 
factories of cotton, wool, breweries, &c. with large 
granaries, and other public buildings; and is laid 
out in regular squares, Of this place and its pros- 
pects, we shall speak at length when more con- 
venient; suffice it therefore for the present to say, 
that many of the 
pecting this place, 


reports now in circulation res- 
are false as perjury! 

Mr. Owen with that urbanity and generosity, for 
which he is so justly esteemed and celebrated, spar- 
ed no pains to make my stay agreeable. During 
my short stay I attended a weekly concert, which 
for harmony and sweetness, would not suffer by a 
comparison with those of our populous cities. Also, 
a military muster—and a public lecture by Mr. Ow- 
en. On Sunday attended service in the large hall, 
(otherwise called the temple of science;) and the 
candid and serious attention manifested by the nu- 
merous assemblage who were present. spoke vol- 
umes in contradiction to the foul calumnies that in- 
terested, priest-ridden libellers have uttered, res- 


pecting the manners and customs of the people be- | 


longing to this community. The motto cf some of 


our hireling presses seems to be, ‘‘ down with the 
system, right or wrong.” 
ny means go the whole length with Mr. Owen, yet 
we are fond ofcandour and impartiality—we are fond 
of ** mental independence’’—and the cowardly scrib- 
bler who cails harsh names, and heaps opprobrious 
epithets upon a man of whose character and designs 
he knows nothing, is justly deserving of censure. 
Our motto is “‘ let Mr. Owen be judged by his acts.”’ 
In this land of freedom, it would seem strange that 
any man or class of men, deserve to be slandered 
and vilified because of their honest opinions. 
Come now ye orthodof diviners—tell us—does Mr. 
Owen return railing for railing? Does the Ga- 
zette published at thut place, ever come from the 
press stained with scandal and blotted with impre- 
cations? We pause for a reply. 

I ieft New Harmony on Monday for Mount Ver- 
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Though we do not by a- | 
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Ojio river. Here are many warm friends of tha, 
sober andrational religion, which knows no ‘‘ myste- 
ry’’—and friends too, who are not intimidated by 
that demon unpopularity which frightens so many 
women in men’s apparel. Among our brethren in 
this place, as in almost every ‘other which I have 
visited, we number the most respectable men in the 
country—who have put their hands to the plough 
Here I preached to large 


with right good will. 


and attentive congregations. After the evening 
service on one occasion ‘* Dr.’? —— rose in oppo- 
sition to the doctrine that teaches us to deny all 
ungodliness, and to live soberly, righteously and 
godly—after speaking as long as he chose, he was 
asked some questions, to which he declined giving 
any answer—‘‘he would not answer them, neither 
As 
observed to him very mildly, that 


would he stay there any longer.” he was leav- 


ing, Judge 





“he had barked up the wrong tree !”’ 
again returned to Lou- 


5 


Leaving Mount Vernon, I 
isville ; andon the Sunday following, preached two 
discourses in the Circus to overflowing congrega- 
tions. Meeting with some little opposition, I was 
induced to stay until Wednesday evening—when 
the great and all-important question ‘* Will all man- 
kind be saved,’”’ was publickly discussed. ‘ Rev. 
Dr.”’ Blackburn; and the ‘ Rev.’’ Geo. C. Light, 
were strongly called upon, both by me and others, 
to come out and oppose this “ dangerows,”’ ‘‘ licon- 
tious,’’ ‘damnable heresy’’—they were called upon 
byjtheir love of virtue—-as a duty they owed to them- 
selves, their congregations and their God, to come 
out like true and faithful shepherds and destroy this 
‘wolf in sheeps clothing’—to associate themselves 
with my opponent, or come in any way—and what 
do you think, christian—they saw the wolf coming 
and fled! (By the way * Rev.’ 
God willing come to sce you again—* one of these 
days.’’) 


After leaving Louisville which place I left with 


’ 


gentleman we shall 


unfeigned regret, I crossed the river to New Albany 
—a flourishing town in Indiana—where are many, 
very many, who are bending their way to Zion, 
having their faces thitherward. Our friends in this 
place, are neither afraid, or ashamed, to vindicate 
the doctrines taught by the mouth of all God’s holy 
prophets, though men call them accused! In Jeffer- 
sonville a delightfully situated village on the Ohio, 
our meetings were fully attended; and among the 
most intelligent and respectable inhabitants, we 
number those who believe that God is the friend, 
and not the enemy, of the work of hands. 

In Charlestown, Madison, Vevay and Rising Sun, 
lige and flourishing towns in Indiana, the people are 
extremely anxious to have preachers of * this great 
Salvation,’’ come among them. In each of the 
bove mentioned places, a large number of respecta- 
ble names were added to our list of subseribers.— 
Thoughout Kentucky, Indiana, Illinois, the num- 
ber of believers. are increasing beyond all compre- 
hension! And when we look back to the dark and 


a- 


perilous days of tears and blood, when the seed was 


easant town, situated upon the banks of the | sown in clouds and tempest—to only a few years a- 




















at ---~ 
go, when our Father in Israc]* was standing alone 





amid the whirlwind and the storm of bitter persecu- 
tion,and compare those days of gloom with the pre- 
sent sunny days of peace and joy, when thousands 
are flocking to the light—we are led to exclaim “It 
is the Lord’s doing and marvellous in our eyes,”’ 

Now in almost every corner of our unfettered 
land we hear the joyous cry of freedom—the sound 
has gone into all the earth—it echoes from our hills 
and mountains—songs of joy and gladness re-ound 
in our vallies—the days of sorrow and mourning have 
fled away, we hope never more to return. We 
sowed in tears, but the unclouded sun ofa beneficent 
Providence is ripening a golden harvest of abundant 
joy. The God of nature has lifted upon us the 
light of his countenance, and in our peaceful and 
quiet homes is heard the voice of health, plenteous 
ness and hope.- But do we amidst our joy and re- 
joicing remember that the High and Holy One rode 
upon the whirwind and the storm of that dark pe- 
riod? Do we feel our bosoms beating high with 
love and gratitude to the Great I AM because he has 
first loved us, and hath done such great things for 
as? Brethren, ifthere he any virtue, if there be a- 
ay praise, thank of these things. 

to¥s 
(To be continued.) 
THE DREAME—: rracment. 

It wis anight of deep and sullen gloom— 
The sun had gone down in clouds, which were 
rolled together in sublime and awful grandeur, 
through which the red lightning gleamed al- 
most every instant. 
swept by 


----all conspired to bring many a frightful nurse- 
ry tale, back to the recollection. 
horse to greater speed and was svon in a 
place of shelter. 

The storm had passed by, and the queen of 
night shone out from behind the watery clouds & 
shed upon the dripping herbage her silvery light. 
Seating myself in the portico, methought I 
heard the wailing of bitter anguish---I listened 
----a piercing shriek came borne on the night 
breeze, apparently from a house at no great dis- 
tance --I needed not the second appeal but 

tushed forward, and without ceremuny burst 
open the door-—when such a sight----oh my 
God! the warm blood curdles in my veins at 
the bare recollection. There upon abed in the 
farther corner of the room, lay a tender and 
delicate female who was rending the air with 
shrieks, groans and lamentations---on each side 
were two others who were exerting all their 
powers to sooth her wounded spirit. 

At my entrance she sprang on her feet, 
her hands cleached in bitter agony----her eye 
rolling in the lurid wildness of despair,and with a 
Voice of ch lling horrour she shouted “ Glory to 


_— 


Myr . Bartov, of Boston. 


The gathering winds | 
in fitful gusts which bowed the lof- | 
tiest trees-—the howling of the tempest ming- | 
led with the dismal moanings of the nigh: bird | 


1 urged my | 
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God! there----there---is my father----see the 
foul fiends heap high the fagot and the flame, 
now he groans---yes---yes---1 rejoice---T am 
happy---yes this is heaven-- that is hell---sce 
the sulphur and the flame winding round my 
once loved Henry---this is all for me----how 
blest is the sight---these are are the joys of th t 
world whose temple is God---there, shout---- 
glory-----O my God this is hliss!! rais- 
ing her clenched hands to heaven she burst in- 
to the hollow laugh of the maniac, and fell 
senseless upon the floor. 

In speechless horrour I assisted her worse 
than childless mother to raise her, while the 
attendant ran tocall the physician : he soon 
e mand restored to life this pale & melanchloly 
victim of insanity ; she soon sunk intoa_ kiod 
of stupor, when I drew the good man aside and 
from him learned the following: 

Ellen R. was the only child of her happy pa- 
rents, who were classed among the most re- 
speciable inhabitants of the village;, Perhaps 
no one ever saw a brighter dawn than Ellen R. 
| Surrounded by all the dear delights of this low- 
er world, all above was sunshine, ali beneath 
was flowers, She grew up her father’s pride, 
her mother’s joy; and so passing beautiful with- 
| al, that her loveliness was seen at the first 
glance, and felt at the next heart throb---seen, 
felt, never to be forgotten! Seventeen sum- 
mers had thus glided smoothly on when the 
bright hopes of happiness that gilded her 
youthful horizon, faded in-an -instani---and 
| the flowers that were strewed along life’s path, 
were crushed, blighted, withered! Her be 
trothed was laid low by the frosty hand of 
the destroyer and the damp clods of the valley 
covered him, He was a believer in the im- 
partial goodness of the Most High, and died 
rejoicing in the hope ofa glorious immortality 

* * * * * * * * * 


On the day of burial the being who officia- 
ted as clergyman, thinking it a fit opportunity 
to pour--—-not the oil and winé of consolation— 
but fire and brimstoue into the wounds of af- 
fliction and disiress—chose the words “ thou 
fool this night thy soul shall be required of 
thee,” as the foundation of his discourse. He 
took occasion to denounce the most grievous 
and horrid judgements upon all who believed 
the doctrine of God’s impartial grace---“that 
the young men was no doubt in hell with the 
damued, and they would rejoice if they ever 
went to glory to see him weltering in flames of 
horrour and despair.” His breath seemed a 
Sirocco, poisoning the very atmosphere with 
death and desclation! Its baleful influence 
more dangerous thap the Bohun Upas wither- 
ed the fair buis of hope, made ofcomforts and 
consolations all a desolation, and filled the bo- 
som of the lone widow now a childless mother 
with pangs of grief and uauiterable woe--- * * 

But ber th fairest and loveliest of the. 
workmanship of the Almighty---speak she did 
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not----ner weep---that was all past. The 
barbed shaft had pierced her bosom ot tender- 
ness and sensibility---still she murmured not--- 
she followed the sable hearse as it slowly bore 
the manly form of the one she loved, to his 
cold couch of dreamless slumber. When the 
heavy clods tumbled upon his coffin--sthen it 
was that her eye rolled wildly--then it was that 
her countenance which so lately beamed with 
all the summer glow of peace and joy---became 
pale as marvle. Her eye soon ceased its. rol- 
ling, became glassy, motionless and unmeaning, 
and she sunk into the arms of her now com- 
fortless parents, and was borne from the 
place--- * x * * * * ¥* * 

“O,” said the good man; * when I view the 
wreck of ail that was once so lovely----when 
IT see her struggling with unuttcrable pangs---- 
with thorns of indescribable anguish rankling 
at her heart, I could call fire from heaven up- 





on the head of him----the heartless monster---- | 


the fiend in human shape---who has thus strew- 
ed blightand mildew upon the fairest flower 
that ever bloomed in the bowers of joy---I 
could” 
Here I was startled from my slumber, and 
awoke saddened withthe reflection, that my 
vision was “ ANAWFUL REALITY.” 
a2. 


IMPARTIAL INVESTIGATOR. 


‘* EARNESTLY CONTEND FOR THE FAITH.”’ 

















BLACK LIST NO.1. 

It is always a matter of grief, rather than joy to 
us, to be obliged to notice the dereliction of our 
fellow beings, from the path of honesty and integ- 
rity; more especially if it should happen, as is a- 
las! but too frequently the case, that they are the 
professed disciples, of the meek and. lowly Jesus. 
Situated as we are, we have ever felt it our bound- 
en duty, whenever we have seen falsehood personi- 
fied, whether it wore the guise of a beggar, or ‘‘ for 
a mantle broad and large had wrapt itin religion ;"’ 
whether clad in lawn or crape, to ‘ unmask the 
hypocrite,” and expose it inal! its naked deformity, 
to the keen scrutiny ofpublicopinion. We are fre- 
quently accused of too great plainness of speech ; 
but our course cannot, witt not, SHALL NOT, be 
acowardly one. No. 
of thinking for ourselves was purchased by our 
fathers’ blood ; and shall we, when we hear our 
friends---friends too who have borne the burden and 
heat of the day, unshrinking; shall we hear them 
vilified and abused, by those who have made ‘lies 
their refuge,” and shall we be told to ‘sit still,’’ and 
tamely submit tothe most abominable calumnies 1— 
to the malicious slanders of hypocrisy personified ? 
Shall we tremble and quake at the outpourings of 
the vials of damnation upon our heads by those 
who lord it over God’s heritage 7? When such men 
as Hosea Ballou are denounced and most foully ca- 
lumniated, shall we cower under the maledictions 
of the enemies df intellectual emancipation? No, 


We are free born; the right 


| the ease as soon as possible ! 





we say once for all, No! We should deserve to be 
that thing, our enemies would have us to be, should 
we pursue such a “high minded’’ and independent 
course, It is always anunwelcome task to meet and 
repel aggression ; but one of two things we must sub- 
mit to, either be trodden under foot by the heartless 
beings who assume the garb of sanctity, and bear 
all their vile epithets, obloquy, and scandal, or 
We choose the 


to pursut 


come out in defence of our rights. 
shall continue 
a fearless course, unawed by frowns, anathemas, or 
We 
ter, and “ soft soap’’-——plain truth, the public desire 
to bear, and plain truth they SHALL HEAR. 

We were led to make these remarks from having 
fix 


latter alternative; and 


denunciations. have done with milk and wa- 


on hand a list, of so dark a hue, that we could 
upon no name more appropriate than the one which 
stands atthe head ofthis paragraph. Against No. I. 
we have the name of 
Exper Bicetow, oF CuriiicorHe, Oxo ; 

A presiding Elder in the Methodist connexion, 
s the following note : 
Buffalo, N. Y. May 26, 1827. 
Str—Having been informed that you have stated 


to whom we addres 


in conversation, with another person, that Mr. Bal 
lou, of Boston, one of the Fathers, in the univer 
salist connexion, was addicted to habits of intem 
perance, and [7 “'THAT YOU COULD PROV! 
IT;”’ and feeling some degree of interest in the case ; 
this is to request you to forward us the FACTS in 
! We tiving in this bye 
place, are so little acquainted with the character and 
reputation of Mr. Ballou, that you would confer au 
unspeakable obligation upon the writer of this ar- 
ticle to forward the necessary PROOF as soon as 
may be! 
I have the honour to be yours, &c. 


T. FISK 


We have so long been accustomed to experience 
little else than contumely, misrepresentation, and 
every witless ridicule from the opposers of God’s 
impartial grace and goodness—and have had such 
repeated instances of their extreme ignorance res- 
pecting the doctrine we profess, that we are not at 
all surprised at this pitiful attempt to dishonour the 
We 
been grieved to the heart when we have witnessed 
such hostility manifested towards that doctrine 
Indeed 
we must say that we consider the constant acrimo- 


glorious cause of God and man. have often 


which the Saviour sealed with his blood. 
ny and traduction indulged in by those who limit 
God’s grace, to be as opposite to the interests as it 
is derogatory to the candour and impartiality of 
christianity, It is operating to widen the breach be- 
tween children of the same common family, who 
if left to follow the impulse of nature and the dic- 
tates of christianity would naturally coalesce ; and 
among the sad changes of this transitory world, 
would be mutual supporters and comforters of each 
other.. 

But instead of this, the most unhappy collisions 
bitter invectives and harsh opi- 


are indulged in ; 
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thets have long laid waste the heritage of the Al- 
mighty, and the bright blossoms of Jove, peace, and 
joy, lie blasted and withered by the hand of vio- 
lence. Discord, animosity and revenge, have been 
allowed to roam abroad despoiling the fairest fruits 
of meekness and tenderness---with their hands drip- 
ping with blood, they have scattered “ fire brands, 
arrows, and death,’ until the christian church has 
exhibited to the world a scene of wide spread deso- 
lation, madness and confusion ! 

Brethren, why are these things so ? Why do we 
condemn our brother, or set at naught our brother, 
merely because he may not pronounce Shibboleth, 
just as we do, or as we think it should be pronounc- 
ed? There are twelve gates tothe New Jerusalem; 
therefore, why do we bite and devour others, be- 
cause they may happen to choose a different road 
to glory from that in which we ourselves are walk- 
ing ? Why indulge in such acrimonious, inglorious, 
and unworthy denunciations? Why make use of 
slander and misrepresentation ? Do you not know 
that the sentiment which is obliged to resort to this 
method to support itself is very much to be sus- 
pected ? That falsehood is, at best, but a miserable 
foundation upon which to rest our hopes ? 

We know not what our honest and candid Method- 
ist brethren can think of the course which has been 
pursued by Elder Bigelow to check our rising cause 
in Chiilicothe---we feel persuaded that they will o- 
penly deprecate the unchristian like means that he 
has resorted to in these (to him) perilous times to de- 
stroy the dangerous heresies that are so fast multi- 
plying around him ; he might with as much pro- 
priety command the whirlwind to pause in its migh- 
ty rush of desolation, as attempt to bind the unfetter- 
ed minds of the West in the chains of popular preju- 
dice. We had heard that the Elder preaches much 
about ‘‘ dotal depravity,’’ but we are loth to be- 
lieve that he preaches EXPERIMENTALLY ! ! 


Our colums are open to Mr. Bigelow, he can at 


’ 


any time acknowledge his fault or forward the name 
We shall forward him this by the 


Ye 


of his informant 
next mail, 

There are others that shortly will come in for a 
share of the farours which we have to dispense ; so 
that No. 1. may be considered as only the beginning 
of sorrow. 

SPRING—< sxercx. 

Lo the winter is past, the rain is over and gone. 
The flowers appear on the earth, the time of the 
singing of birds is come.—Solemon. 

Sweet spring! I love thee—for life’s young 
dream was within thy sunny bowers. Ere bit- 
ter thoughts had clouded my brow with gloom 
and care—when hearts and hopes were hal- 
lowed things—-how dear was the blush that 
“espe upon the simple wild flower’s bosom— 

OW sweet to repose upon the green and flow- 
ery turf, on a cool bed of soft deep grass—a 
bank for a pillow, and for curtains the rose and 
honey-suckle—beside the fountain’s gush amid | 


the balmy fragrance of the opening blossoms.| Sabbath than other mornings. 





** * * * * The icy chains of winter 
are broken---link after link has been dissolved 
---and nature, smiling, joyous nature comes clad 
in her flowery garments, rejoicing in her eman- 
cipation. Who can look abroad upon the U- 
niverse at this bright season, when this world 
seems a paradise of light and bloom; upon plants 
and flowers, those sinless, peaceful works of 
God---when from the lowly vale issues such 
sweet warblings---and call it a world of chcer- 
less gloom! * * * * 

Oh ! I do love thee---for thou art Nature’s 
jubilee ! From the unfettered brooks and new- 
ly peopled woods and groves, there comes the 
swect harmony of inspiration ; sweet as_child- 
hoods dream, and soft as twilight breathings.--- 
Now the bird that loves the morning’s fresh- 
ness, Murmurs her wusic to the breeze, that 
brings of Flora’s sweets, the choicest offerings 
---the bright King of day puts on his golden-ar- 
mour, and urges his flamjng coursers up the 
steep meridian. Now the quick darting hum- 
ming bird is seen hovering in almost motion- 
less bliss, near some beautiful blussom---the 
blackbird is hopping from spray to spray, chat- 
tering in the abundance of his joy---the gold- 
finch chirps in the boughs of the laburnum--- 


; hidden amid the green foilage of the forest, 


sweetly warbles the nightingale---the robin too 
is heard in our bowers pouring forth a flood of 
song. 

Bright showers of golden petals now be- 
strew our path---the willows wave their long 
green tresses in the southern breeze---the moss 
cup and tulip, the violet and primrose with a 
thousand nameless blossoms bedeck the earth 
as fora banquet. The goddess of this bright 
season in a flower wreathed mantle made of 
the freckled cowslip, the daisy and the violet 
—-lingers in the green bowers of myrtle and ro- 
ses, listening to the sylvan songster as he 
pours forth a flood of bliss---dew-drops, gems 
and spangles welcome her appearing. Her 
feathery herald the lark soars aloft amid the 
fleecy clouds and with his melody hails her 
joyful coming This is a season of pureand 
hallowed pleasure---a scene of unstained de- 
light. 

But where are the laughing eyes, the bound- 
ing footstep, the sunny ringlets, and the song 
of gladness, which we saw and heard around us 
at the last vernal season ? where? and mur- 
muring echo answers “ where ?”? * * 'T. F, 





THINGS THAT WILL NOT BEDONE. 

Christians will not, upon sych excuses. as 
they now offer, travel on the Sabbath. They 
will have no interes¢ or part in any Stage or 
Boat that goes on God’s holy day. 

They will not purchase meat inour Market 
on Mondays so long as the butchers pursue 
their present practice of killing Sabbath eve- 
nings. 

They will not rest in their beds later on 






















































































































168 





‘They will not import, manufacture, buy, 
sell, give, or reccive, Ardent Spirits. 

They will not forsake their trast in God and 
turn to Lotteries to acquire wealili. 
will not buy or sell tickets. 

Tam no prophet or a son of a prophet.---- 
Yet I fully believe there will be a refurmation 
in these things in 1827—and Udo not hesitate 
to denounce, Woe, woe, woe to that professor 





of religion who does not go for Tue Wuoug.--- | 


Rochester Observer, 
The same subject continued. 

_ Christians will not, upon such excuses as they 
now offer, suffer their blood to circulate, or their 
digestive functions to operate, on the Sabbath 
---neither will they consent to receive the bene- 
fit of light and heat from the Sun, so long as 
that great luminary is suffered to travel on 
Gud’s Holy day. 

They will not purchase any potatoe, turnip, 
squash, or cabbage un Monday, so long as the 
aforesaid vegetables continue their present prac- 
tice of growing on the Sabbath. 

They will not import, manufucture, buy, sell, 
give or receive, any razor or razors, for with 
these destructive Engines, men have cut their 
throats ! 

They will not forsake their trust inGod, and 
hazard their seed, by casting it into the earth- - 
neither will they engage in mercantile or bui d- 
ing lot speculations inasmuch as such specula- 
tions partake of the true spirit of gambling--- 
neither will they buy or sell Lottery Tickets, 
unless such Lotteries are for the purpose of buil- 
ding meeting houses, or raising a clerical fund. 

I am no prophet nor the son of a prephet--- 
yet I fully believe that even now, bigotry is des- 


» pised by some few---and that time will tear the 


“Mhask from the brow of the Hypocrite—and 1 
do not hesitate to denounce woe, wor, WOE, 
to that man, who eats bread, wet with the teurs 
of the widow and the orphan---and quiets his 
conscience with the formalities of religion. 
Jo. Bowers, Jr. 


IL? Notice to Correspondents.—Our respected cor- 
respondent G. C. from Kentucky shall have a place 
soon; he is entitled to our thanks for the favours 
we have received. 

A. C. shall appear in our next—we hope to J.ear 
from him often. ‘Observer’ is received; to say we 
are obliged to him for his kindness would be a 
poor return; we hope to have the privilege of* ob- 
serving’’ more favours of the same kind. 

—- 
([wHoso READETH LET HIM UNDERSTAND. 

Now our respetted patrons need not think that 
this is intended as a dun—oh no—we trust we know 
our manners better than to be guilty of writing such 
am ugly thing—we only intend to remark that if 
some of those little bills that now stand between us 
and them, could be removed by the Spanish mill’d 
‘Dei Gratia,”’ or by “The President and Direc- 
tors,’’ &c. we could pay our printer—thaf is all.— 
A word to the wise, &c. 
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Portic Devartwent. 
CLOUDS. 


| HUMBLY ATTEMPTED 
AFTER THE MANNER OF MRS. HEMANS. 
Beautiful clouds in the quiet sky, 











Whence come ye floating so proudly by? 
‘We come from the land where the forest’s gloom 
Frowns darkly around the old warriour’s tomb, 
Where the ramparts he reared still their strength re- 
tain, 
Though ye seek their defenders’ name in vain. 
We have crossed the streams of the boundless west, 
We have clustered in wreaths round the mountain’s 
crest 
We have swept the prairie’s lonely green, 
O’er buffalo herds we have hung a screen, 
We have shadowed the path the hunters take, 
And obscur'd the gleam of the sunny lake.’ 
Clouds that are skirted with golden light, 
What have ye seen in your airy flight ? 
‘We have seen stern gloom on the Indian’s brow, 
And the grief that stung him, but could not bow, 
As he left the shore where his fathers rest, 
To seek a new home in the far off west. 
We have seen the desert from the wildness freed, 
And the hardy yeoman scattering seed, 
Villages rising by every stream, 
And the white sail glancing in the morning’s beam; 
Yet we saw that woes every scene deprave, 
For we’ve looked on many a fresh dug grave.’ 
Say, what is the end of your pilgrimage ? 
‘We have seen the mountain oak scathed by age, 
On the shivered crag there is writ—decay— 
Shall we be more happy and strong than they ? 
Man’s labours and glories doth time obscure— 
And shall we, things of vapour and shade, endure ? 
Beauteous and dense we seem to you, 
But we’re vanishing fast from your wondering view, 
For the sweeping gust and the sunny ray 
Are hurrying and melting our fleeces away ; 
When the morning comes in its glowing sheen, 
Not a mist will tell we ever have been.’ 
Beautiful clouds, it is ever thus— 
Stern time is destroying our work and us; 
And ye—though storms in your robes are rolled, 
Though the thunders sleep in your dusky fold, 
Though ye boast a heavenly home and b‘rth— 
Ye must fade away like things of earth! 
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